. . . when I looked upon that ugly idol in the glass, I was conscious of no repugnance, rather of a leap of welcome. This, too, was myself. It seemed natural and human. In my eyes it bore a livelier image of the spirit, it seemed more express and single, than the imperfect and divided countenance, I had been hitherto accustomed to call mine. (JH, p. 58) Here the subject is seen, not unlike the infant observed by another Dr Jacques L, undergoing a "jubilant assumption of his specular image". [7] Perhaps we could even see Jekyll"s identification with the "livelier image of the spirit" as a second Mirror Stage, a reprise of his primordial self-misprision. But on further reflection, we may think that the notion of an inclusive, unifying ego -"This, too, was myself " -is hardly consistent with the theory of multiple identity, a theory sketched out just a few moments earlier by the doctor himself. At the beginning of his "Full Statement of the Case", Jekyll announces his terrible discovery:
. . . I thus drew steadily nearer to that truth, by whose partial discovery I have been doomed to such a dreadful shipwreck: that man is not truly one, but truly two. I say two, because the state of my own knowledge does not pass beyond that point.
Others will follow, others will outstrip me on the same lines; and I hazard the guess that man will ultimately be known for a mere polity of multifarious and independent denizens. (JH, This is often considered to sum up the overall message of Stevenson"s book, its ghastly prophecy of postmodern multiple personality disorder. How then does Jekyll"s subsequent confrontation-identification with Hyde in the mirror, contradict this vision of the psyche as crowded "polity"? To grasp its truth in the light of Jekyll"s Mirror Stage, we need to invert his central theoretical proposition. For what terrifies and exhilarates Jekyll is not the notion of a plural psyche, but the idea that the human subject really is "truly one": what he sees in the mirror is precisely not the "divided countenance" of his familiar neurotic self-image, but something uncannily identical with itself. After all, it is Dr Jekyll, not Mr Hyde, who is a "double-dealer" (JH, p. 55), an inconsistent or self-divided -or, perhaps we should say, "normal" -subject.
Indeed, the term "multiple personality" risks misleading us here (in ways that Stevenson"s text, with its blend of insight and blindness, both endorses and undermines). For what is finally at stake in The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde is not the deconstruction of some supposedly stable or integral self, but rather what happens to a normal or neurotic subject -a subject that is precisely not "one", remains always irreducible to any specific signifier -when faced with another kind of "self": a being with the thing-like self-identity of the non-human.
But, we might immediately ask, how can this other kind of self, supposedly "more express and single" than the "imperfect and divided" self of normal human subjectivity, be anything more than a phantasm, a gothic spook dreamed up by Stevenson to thrill his readers? The answer lies in the text. As the police hunt for the elusive Mr Hyde, we learn that one of the problems they encounter is his documentary invisibility: for "he had never been photographed" (JH, p. 25). [8] The same problem of identifying Hyde is expressed by someone who claims to have seen him:
He is not easy to describe. . . . He"s an extraordinary-looking man, and yet I really can name nothing out of the way. No, sir; I can make no hand of it; I can"t describe him. And it"s not want of memory, for I declare I can see him this moment. (JH, p. 10) It is this last comment that is crucial: the impossibility of representing Hyde is strictly correlative to his phenomenal self-presence, the absence of significant speech matched by the unspeakable actuality of the mnemic image. It is as if Hyde"s excessive presence, his superabundant reality, makes him incompatible with the signifier: rather than being an ethereal shadow, this apparition is more real than reality itself, and thus beyond its discursive parameters. We will see how the same coincidence of nonspeech and sublime sensory apparition recurs in Joyce"s "The Dead".
But before moving on from Mr Hyde, we should note that he is not altogether invisible; in fact Stevenson"s text gives us a few crucial clues -or hides and hints -about the monster"s appearance. As Hyde clubs to death the hapless Danvers Carew, he strikes "with ape-like fury" (JH, p. 22), a phrase which, in the view of Stevenson"s modern editor, gives "a strong indication that Hyde should be read in terms of contemporary theories about evolutionary development, and its opposite, reversion". [9] Hyde"s simian appearance signifies a reverted, pre-human essence, a notion reinforced later by Jekyll"s talk of his "ape- The big white hand is supplanted by the monkey"s paw: it is not hard to discern, coupled with this fantasmatic Darwinism, a thinly-veiled racism. Indeed, the clearest link between the question of the self in Stevenson"s text and that question in Joyce"s "The Dead" will turn out to be the racist ideology of Victorian England, and specifically its construction of the Irish. [11] Let us look once more at Mr Hyde, with his ape-like movements, his dwarfish stature and especially his "dusky pallor" (a subtle equivocation corresponding to the more recent, less subtle "white nigger"): he resembles nothing so much as the "baboon-faced Irishman that we see in Punch", to quote from Joyce"s Stephen Hero (SH, p. 69). As Vincent Cheng has argued, by the end of the nineteenth century the representation in Victorian culture of the Irishman as "anthropoid ape" had achieved the hegemonic status of "natural" fact. [12] From Joyce"s point of view, and especially given the ludicrous coincidence of the name with that of an Anglo-Irish champion of true Irishness, Mr Hyde must have seemed a peculiarly Irish joke: vulgar, bittersweet, something to be relished.
Two decades after the appearance of Stevenson"s Strange Case, Joyce was grappling with his own "Dr Hydes problem", seeking to grasp what it meant to be Irish, and in particular what it meant to be James Joyce, as he drifted through various European cities and languages. The central political question of what language to speak and write in is at the core of Joyce"s work in 1906 and 1907; and it is characteristic of Joyce that he manages to make one of his major statements about Ireland in neither Irish nor English, but in a third language: Italian. We will return to that statement below, but first we need to consider how Joyce addresses his "Dr Hydes problem" in perhaps the major text of his early writing: "The Dead".
With a whole chapter devoted to it in Ellmann"s canonical Joyce biography, "The Dead" has often been seen as a specially privileged text in Joycean circles, and there is a history of lively, often fierce, scholarly debate over its political meaning. In terms of our "Dr Hydes problem" -the question of Irish identity, on the one hand, and of "multiple personality" on the other -we can trace two relevant strands of debate amongst Joycean critics. The first of these has addressed the obvious political antagonisms in "The Dead", as well as the less overt ways in which the text represents Irishness (alongside other political aspects of identity, in particular gender); while the second has examined Joyce"s story as a scene for the unsettling of personal identity, a scene of uncanny doubling and repetition, of a seemingly "Freudian" discomposure of the ego. I will argue that these ostensibly separate critical concerns -one political, the other seemingly "psychological" -are in fact two sides of the same problematic in the Joyce of 1907: a problematic rife with consequences, of course, for all of his work.
Let"s start with the question of doubling, a favourite source of Joycean wordplay (we could even see our double question of Irishness and self-identity condensed in a "single" Wakean question: "Dyoublong?" FW 13.4). It is very clear, from a mass of textual evidence beginning with the very names Joyce gives to his characters, that we are to see the identity of the protagonist Gabriel Conroy as doubled by another identity -primarily, it is argued, that of Michael Furey, his wife"s impossibly romanticized dead ex-lover. As long ago as 1966, Florence Walzl began an exegetical tradition summed up in the very title of her article: "Gabriel and Michael: The Conclusion of "The Dead"". [13] Gabriel and Michael: the names of angels, "Gabriel the mild angel, Michael the passionate one", as Anthony Burgess puts it; [14] with the names pointing to an opposition between a subjectivity racked by self-doubt and guilty neurotic compromise on the one hand, and one driven by a terrible, life-threatening singleness of purpose on the other. Now, if we recall our recent examination of Stevenson"s novella, this last opposition may sound uncannily familiar: there we saw how Dr Jekyll declared himself "imperfect and divided" in the face of another self, another kind of self, which he took to be "more express and single" than himself. Moreover, were we to contemplate, merely as a theoretical experiment, the idea of an intertextual grid mapping Jekyll and Hyde onto Gabriel and Michael -with on one side the dubious, self-multiplying ego, on the other the self-identical "real thing" -we would actually find some support for this idea in Joyce"s text.
Recall how in the Strange Case the indescribability of Hyde is linked to his apparitional presence: "I can"t describe him. And it"s not want of memory; for I declare I can see him this moment" (JH, p. 10). It is clear that the same economy of memory governs Gretta"s mnemic image of Michael Furey: "I can see him so plainly"; "I can see his eyes as well as well!".
[15] What we have in both texts is a properly sublime moment, in which the imagination, to use Kantian terms, fails to synthesize or reduce to representational equivalence, the thing it perceives (the singular obscenity of Hyde, the unique voice and gaze of Michael). Above all, though, what is striking is the disturbing temporality of these utterances: in both texts, a speaker is confronted by the sublime object now, in the present tense. The sublime experience is not remembered like an event that took place in linear, diachronic history; in other words, in it the subject is not caught up in the logic of the unconscious, with its deferral and displacement of signification. Instead, the sublime object always emerges anew, or rather appears to the subject, each time for the first time.
Thus when Gretta Conroy, after hearing The Lass of Aughrim, turns around, "Gabriel saw that there was colour on her cheeks and that her eyes were shining" (D, p. 167): during the song she has not remembered or represented to herself a scene, she has actually seen it:
her vision has no "as if " dimension, nothing metaphorical or symbolic. In psychoanalytic terms, this can be theorized as the difference between the domain of repression, where memory is governed and made interpretable by the diacritical signifier, and that of foreclosure, where the signifier ceases to function as such. The foreclosed "moment" never enters language; the object is never mortified there by the symbol: it always emerges in the present tense, for the first time.
If therefore Jekyll and Hyde might be linked, in a conventional allegorical reading of "The Dead", to the mild and the passionate angel respectively, there is nothing whatever metaphorical about the radical temporal difference at stake in both Stevenson"s text and Joyce"s. The split between the time of repression and the "time" -the paradoxical noontimeof foreclosure is not, that is, simply a matter of hermeneutics, of debatable textual meaning, but concerns the difference between signification and the non-metaphorical "double" of its occurrence.
We can best grasp how both texts figure and frame this split temporality by looking at the presentation of two characters in "The Dead": Gabriel and another of his doubles, not this time Michael Furey, but the incomparable Freddy Malins. Although critics have largely tended to follow Walzl"s lead and concentrate on the former, the latter has not been entirely forgotten. Robert Spoo"s remarks are worth noting:
The bibulous Freddy Malins, in almost every way the antithesis of the responsible Gabriel, is nevertheless Gabriel"s "bad" double, mirroring him in his intense though conflicted relationship to a dominating mother. . . . As Gabriel"s double, the docile unmarried Freddy uncannily embodies Gabriel"s buried self (passivity, oedipal dependence, potential for infantile regression), a self that keeps him perpetually staging or "scripting" his own experience. . . [16] If Freddy Malins were seen as the bad, infantile double of a grown-up proper self, he would certainly resemble Mr Hyde, who was "smaller, slighter and younger than Henry Jekyll" (JH, p. 58). For Donald Torchiana, meanwhile, Freddy is "a grosser edition of Gabriel", [17] just as Hyde, we have argued, is the dusky Celtic ape to Jekyll"s white Anglo angel. Joyce makes the Darwinian-racist subtext plain enough in the first description he gives of Freddy: "He had coarse features, a blunt nose, a convex and receding brow, tumid and protruding lips" (D, p. 145). But what critics have not sufficiently emphasized is the one feature that overwhelmingly points the portrayal of Freddy back to Stevenson"s Mr Hyde: namely his voice. Freddy"s greeting to his hostesses seems "offhand . . . by reason of the habitual catch in his voice" (D, p. 145); and we recall that Mr Hyde "spoke with a husky, whispering and somewhat broken voice" (JH, p. 16). In both texts the impropriety of the double is marked by an improper, defective voice: a voice that fails to function as the pure metaphor of a subject, but instead imposes itself as non-communicative noise.
We should pause briefly here over a question central to understanding the character of Freddy Malins: that of the propriety of the voice, its ownership and status. As we shall see, that question allows Joyce to return, with a degree of subtlety, to the racism implicit in his description of Freddy the Irishman-as-ape (a description informed, I suggest, both by the simian Mr Hyde and by the "baboon-faced Irishman" portrayed in Punch). For during the dinner Freddy mentions the "negro chieftain" currently singing in a Dublin pantomimealthough in fact, the editor tells us, this was G.H. Elliott, a white "Negro impersonator" [18] before praising the singer"s voice. The patronizing Mr Browne ironically commends Freddy"s judgement (with the racism implied by his irony itself ironically framed in the text by his own name and his tiresome pun on it: "I"m all brown", D, p. 157). But Freddy"s response is striking: -And why couldn"t he have a voice too? asked Freddy Malins sharply. Is it because he"s only a black? (D, p. 156) For once, Freddy"s voice makes itself heard "sharply", insistently, even rudely (and his question, of course, goes unanswered). When we find out that the "negro chieftain" is actually a white man who only appears to be black (another "white nigger"), we may take this as more confirmation by Joyce of Freddy"s foolishness, as the apparent ethical dignity of his antiracism is undone by his childlike ignorance of the racist ideology engrained in popular culture. In my view, however, Joyce"s point is more subtle and ambiguous: since Freddy, after all, with his blunt nose and protruding lips, is himself a kind of "Negro impersonator", the question he raises of "having a voice" should be taken as primarily self-referential, and understood in a complex anti-imperialist context. As Cheng and others have showed, the Irishman, viewed from Victorian England through the ideological lenses of journalism, appeared to be "baboon-faced", a negroid subhuman, and was indeed deprived of a voice in more than one sense: most notably, that of not being allowed to speak Irish. Now, the Irish language -we are back to our "Dr Hydes problem" -is of central importance to "The Dead", as well as to other texts Joyce wrote in 1907. "The language is oriental in origin", declared Joyce in a lecture he gave (in Italian) in Trieste that year: [19] this was to adopt a figure of Irishness that was both consistent with Victorian ideology (a primitive race, after all, should naturally speak a primitive, non-Western language) and at the same time harboured a powerful anti-ideological potential that Joyce was to develop throughout his work. In "The Dead", Irish speech is one of a series of Joycean figures for the other of an alienated modern subjectivity: an other voice that corresponds to an originary, mythic identity (gendered female) at odds with a secondary or diachronic ontological emptiness (gendered male). How, then, does Freddy Malins fit into this gendered opposition?
If the "habitual catch" in Freddy"s voice -like Mr Hyde"s "hissing intake of breath" (JH, p. 14) -figures the insistence of the voice as object, nevertheless Joyce"s character is most often heard laughing, while Stevenson"s tends to snarl. This, in the first instance, reminds us of the fundamental ambiguity of the object-voice: a scream of horror and a howl of laughter are in the end identical. And there is after all something grotesquely comic about Mr Hyde, with his outsized clothes and his habit of trampling on little girls (he anticipates Carry On Screaming and a whole postmodern genre of camp mock-horror); and likewise we could point to negative aspects of the ostensibly harmless Freddy Malins, whose very name encodes mal, evil, as well as malin, shrewd or cunning (this last pun is often considered ironic, as we witness Freddy"s repeated lack of shrewdness). When Freddy"s speech "exploded . . . in a kink of high-pitched bronchitic laughter" (D, p.146) it obviously contrasts with Gabriel"s self-controlled, measured rhetoric at the dinner table: just as the eloquent speech expresses the individual mastery of a responsible adult, so the vocal explosion indicates infantile loss of self-possession.
The notion that Freddy"s voice is not his own, does not reflect his true identity, is further reinforced when we learn the following about his mother: "Her voice had a catch in it like her son"s and she stuttered slightly" (D, p. 149). Freddy and his mother, that is, speak in one voice: the son"s voice is not divided from its origin but emanates, like that of Hitchcock"s Norman Bates, from the maternal superego. This takes us back to Spoo"s idea that Freddy embodies a less post-Oedipal masculinity, a subjectivity less detached from its maternal origin, than Gabriel"s. For Torchiana, this idea is confirmed if we hazard a link between Joyce"s text and Irish myth:
Now, Freddy could very well be playing the role of Fer Caille, the churl of cropped hair, one hand, and one eye in the Da derga tale. Twice we hear that he rubs his left hand in his left eye. Indeed, the hag wife of the tale might easily be seen in Freddy"s mother. Both are friendly to Conaire/Gabriel and both encumber him. [20] The mythological "churl" or simian peasant Fer Caille is clearly the bad double of the hero Conaire (a name, we may think, Joyce deliberately chooses to echo with "Conroy"). Fer Caille is apparently only half a human with his single hand and eye, and his status as autonomous male is undermined by the monstrous female always with him. At first sight, for Joyce to have surreptitiously inscribed a reference here to Irish folklore must surely have been meant as a parody: for the Irish Revival, with its devotion to everything folkloric, is at the heart of the politics of enthusiasm and authenticity emphatically rejected by the young Joyce and mocked in "The Dead". But here a subtle allusion to pre-modern Irish culture might also serve another purpose: that of allowing Joyce to evoke a different temporality, mythic in the sense of being radically incompatible with linear history. To understand what this might mean, we need to look more closely at the ways Gabriel Conroy and Freddy Malins are shown to behave and use language in "The Dead".
The clearest insight into the difference between the two characters, and between the distinct kinds of temporality they inhabit, comes in their contrasting responses to music, and in particular to the song performed before the dinner by Aunt Julia, Arrayed for the Bridal:
